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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE PARTY ON THE Sport, 


Wednesday.—Started the Ladies’ Church League meeting, but 
didn’t stay to hear what they had tosay. Very nice ladies, but 
always like to have most of the talk to myself, so can’t get on with 
the speechmakers. Blessed are the speechmakers, however, for 
they supply us with copy. Curious! Got among another lot 
almost immediately, a mass meeting of ‘ pro-Boer’’ women— 
oh! chase me! 





OVERDOING IT, 


When females start on the outward track, 
By Jupiter! They are goers. 

And of break-neck rush there seems no lack 
With the sect they call pro-Boers. 

But if they must, in language strong 
And cocksure cant of the seer, 

Declare their country in the wrong, 
They needn’t crack up Kruger. 


Spent a good deal of time at Ascot. Royal Flush did me over the 
Cup, but found time to run down to Clacton-on-Sea with the Lord 
Mayor and Lady Mayoress to the Essex Agricultural Show, and 
also have alook at the rhododendrons at the Regent’s Park Botanic. 
Dined at Clacton-on-Sea. How mellow, how poetic is an evening 
by the moonlit sea, with a good cigar, after a good dinner and 
generous wine in generous quantities! 


Thursday.—Went and shut up the Women’s Liberal Federation 
Congress—not an easy thing to shut up, either. Trotted over to 
Greenhithe, then to see and encourage the boat-race between the 
Worcester and Conway boys. The Worcester managed to get most 
(Con)way on, and the Conway proved the Worcester the two (if you 
follow me). After that I went and helped Mr. Choate to distribute 
the prizes to the Leys School Boys. Backed Mr. Jersey’s Merman 
for a wonder (and Lord knows why!), so got a little fiver for once. 
Went over to Contrexville to meet the Shah. His train was late— 
just like our Cook’s on Sunday nights—and it rained, and we all 
growled. 

THE SHAH’S RAIN. 


We waited for Shah at Contrexville, 
We saw, with gloom, reporters in the wet, 

The time passed slowly onward, and we thought a deal, 
But hadn’t uttered anything as yet. 

It rained as though it hadn’t paid the water rate, 
Then people took the Shah’s delay amiss, 

And I muttered, ‘‘ It is long since any potentate 
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Hall. I don’t like toobtrude myself in any way, but I may say in 
passing that my own hall is looking a bit seedy, and any little im- 
provement (say a coat of varnish on the umbrella stand) would be 
very acceptable. Field day at Aldershot to-day, but need scarcely 
say I had nothing to do with it, or it never would have been so 
disgracefully managed. Closed the Ascot meeting. 


Saturday.—Went and examined the preparations for Roya 
Agricultural Show at York, and passed them, then took the Prince 
and Princess down to Eltham to give prizes and advice to the 
Naval School there. <8 Pe the Duke of Cambridge inspect the 
Commissionaires. Looked in on a sensational sale of Old Masters 
at Christie’s. 


Monday.—Took the Duke of Cambridge up to Hampstead to take 
the chair at the Daughters of Soldiers’ Home and help the Dowager 
Lady Napier of Magdala distribute prizes. Went to F. O. in 
evening to hear latest from China, No information to be got after 
7 o’clock p.m.! As one of the papers observes, the F. O.'goes to 
bed early! 

LIGHTS OUT! 


(A Lullaby.) 
Stop the noisy echo from rebounding! 
Step extremely softly! Silence keep! 
Hark! the hour of seven’s gently sounding, 
The little Foreign Office is asleep! 
Hush! startle not old Morpheus into es 
Yet murmur to yourself in tones of d : 
“ Good gracious! who'd have ever thought of seeing 
Ti.e British Foreign Office put to bed! "’ 


Dined with Duke of Cambridge and students of King’s College at 
the Holborn. 


Tuesday.—Spent most of this day (and the bulk of my spree 
at the Royal Naval and Military Bazaar at Olympia, but man 
to run down to York with H.R.H. to the Agricultural Show. The 
War Office has “ explained ” how the powers that be blundered into 
killing four men and disabling more than a 100 at Aldershot— 
it seems that the Department is “ feeling its way.’’ Most satis- 
factory, I’m sure, 
FIRST HOME. 
Oh, the British soldier’s hat, is a rollicker at that, 
And it’s just about as fatal as a gun. 
For the British soldier’s hat lays the British soldier flat, 
Which his enemies have very seldom done, 
And it doesn’t on the whole tend to thoroughly console, 
When they tell us, in fatuity or fun, 














Received a damp reception such as this.” “The Department of to-da is a feeling of its way "— 
Friday.—Countenanced Messrs. Bowerman and Sexton most But, by George! That's been discovered go yt 
heartily on their mission to America with the present of a Ruskin Ee Sporren. 
Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 


unless accompanied by a stamped and 


essed envelope. 
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Kruger.—‘‘ Shall I ever get out of this?” 


Brave Sons of Our Loved “ Lady of the 
Snows.” 


‘RED TAPEISM. 


CANADIANS loyal volunteer’d 
To aid us in our time of stress, 
When urgent peril faced our war, 
They help’d the dangers to suppress. 


They grandly, bravely did their duty, 
What, then, is England’s just return ? 
At Shorncliffe lie these heroes stricken ; 
A plaint! is heard makes all hearts burn. 


Their diet poor, their camp unhealthy, 
Furlough refused, when gently urged, 
Can this be England's welcome truly ? 
Of gross abuse “‘ red tape’ be purged ! 
‘Tis not in touch with British feeling, 
Neglect of those knock’d o'er by fate; 
Now should be shown all kindly healing 
To sons devoted to the State, 
J. H, Oakey, 





The Great Summer 
Question, 


Yes, I think that I can do it, 

If this weather’s “ come to stay.” 
I am not likely to rue it, 
They will soon be making hay. 











Though to part from it’s a struggle, 
For it’s been a good old friend ; 
Out my overcoat I'll smuggle, 
And see what “ Uncle ” will lend. 








To W. G. Grace. 


'“ Dr. W. G. Grace seems fated never 
to get another hundred. Not since 1898 
has he secured the coveted three figures, 
although twice recently he has got 
within a few runs of the desired goal.” — 
| Vide Press.) 


Has your “right hand forgot its cun- 
ning”? 
Centuries of late you’ve not scored ; 
Your innings used to be so “ stunning,” 
You were by cricketers adored. 

Must we now plant a “ weeping willow ”’ 
O’er your past glories? Or will you 
tevive them, and with joy us fill? Oh 

Mighty smiter, now, pray, do ! 
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‘Tis true, for years you have Gra 
cricket, 
3ut your arm’s strong, your eye’s still 
keen ; 
You still can before the wicket, 
With air confident and serene. 
So show the world you're a run-getter 
That Umpire Time can’t say is “‘ out”; 
Pile up a hundred, or e’en be: ter, 
And hear how all of us will shout ! 


War Items. 


A Srop-THE-WarR OFrFricer—General 
Peace. 


Why is a stockbroker like a Boer? 
Because he believes in ‘‘ cover.” 


Kruger can’t think that Mrs. K. is 
‘as good as gold,”’ or he wouldn’t have 


| 
™~ | 


a se S 4 Zz = ‘ing i or it ; | | left her behind at Pretoria, but taken 
ge ee SS ————— - ~ +S A nors ow | her along with the other gold. 
OO CS -- =AD&y* > | Poor old Kruger keeps moving on his 

| ee sete - “te : ‘* capital,”” and moving on himself. If 
BLOCKED. he didn’t “‘ move on”’ he would probably 


| 
| be locked up. 


A Highly-Gifted Man. 
On ! Goodness gracious, goodness! Whatagifted man am I! 
And I would beg to tell you that I’m not the least bit shy! 
Some folks would think I know too much, but I try all I can 
To let them know that I’m, indeed, a highly-gifted man. 


An inmate of a workhouse ? How can a genius like me fall 

To such a depth? That only shows that people don’t knowall 
They talk about ! Perhaps if you will let me elucidate my plan, 
You'll see that, after all, 1 am, indeed, a highly-gifted man. 


I saw, “‘ A porter wanted.”’ That’s the job for me, quoth I! 
Now, straightway pen and paper. If I catch the Guardians’ eye 
I'll show them I’m not bashful! I'd sooner shut up than 

Let them suppose I’m anything but a highly-gifted man. 


Let’s see! ‘ Tonsorial duties” !—I doat on high-flown words, 

I feel, you know, I’m out of place among these vulgar herds. 

I've a knowledge, tco, of gardening, engineering! and I can 

Also play upon an organ! Oh! I'm a highly-gifted man. 

But waitabit! That’s nothing! In the pulpit I can pray 

With forty-parson power, and to the Board, as clerk, I'd be a stay. 
I'd boss the show, and now I'm sure, that when these lines you scan, 
You’d say I'd make a gifted porter, for I’m such a highly-gifted man. 
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Pious Paul’s Petition. 


(From a Prace tHatT ENDs mx—Daw.) 


O THOU, wha in the heavens dost dwell, 

Wha, as it pleases best Thysel’, 

Sends Boers to heaven (others to—well) 

Thow know’st our virtues far excel 
Aught told in story! 


I bless and praise thy matchless might, 


That while thou’st millions left in night, 


Yet am I here, before thy sight, 
For gifts and grace, 

A burning and a shining light 
To a’ this place. 


Thy Burghers, too, a chosen sample, 
Thank Thee for gifts and graces ample, 
Making them pillars in Thy temple, 
Strong as a rock ; 
With me as guide and as example 
To all the flock. 


O, Lord, thou know’st what zeal I bear 
When players act, and swearers swear, 
And singing here, and singing there, 
Wi’ great and sma’; 
For I am keepit by thy fear, 
Free frae them a’. 


Lord bless thy chosen in this place, 

For here thou hast a chosen race; 

But God confound their stubborn face, 
And blast their name, 

Wha bring thy Burghers to disgrace 
And public shame. 


O, hear my earnest cry and prayer, 
Against those who thy Burghers scare; 
Let them be put to shame, who dare 
To fight the Elect : 
Thy strong right hand do thou make 
bare, 
Us to protect. 


Town after town our foes are taking, 
Until my heart and soul are quaking ; 
Thy Burghers all are groaning, shaking, 
Sweating with dread, 
While those who all our plans are 
breaking, 
Hold high the head. 


These British, Lord, Thy Burghers fly 
them ! 
O, let Thy vengeance quickly try them, 
And let Thy mercy go not nigh them, 
Nor hear their prayer; 
But for Thy people’s sake destroy them, 
And dinna spare. 


But, Lord, remember me and mine, 

Wi’ mercies temp’ral and divine, 

That I for grace (and gold) may shine, 
Excell’d by nane. 

And a’ the glory shall be Thine, 
Amen! Amen! 


A. I, ROBERTSON. 


A Fortnight’s Holiday for Poor Children. 
(To the Editor of Fun.) 


Srr,—Now that “ the time of the singing of birds is come’ 
the joyous sunny weather, may I again appeal on behalf of a fort- 
night’s country holiday for the poorest children of our slums? _ 

Over twenty years’ experience of the working of the Holiday 
Homes’ Fund of the Ragged School Union abundantly proves the 
beneficence of this happy translation (for 
scarcely know whether they are in heaven or on earth) from the 
noisome court to the breezy common or the invigorating sea. 7 

Last year 6,648 youngsters, an army of little cripples amongst 
them, exchanged (oh, the wonder of it!) 
cheek, and even “ the lame leaped for joy’ 








BOBBY GALORE! 


‘‘T’m glad you have volunteered, Bob, for you're the chap that can run ‘em in.” 
‘‘ Yes, if the other ‘ Bobs’ has not collared ’em all.” 


the children 


p ee iOF ¢ ddy 
a pale face for a ruddy $2, John Street, Bedford Row, W.C. 












































































The children are comfortably housed in the Holiday Homes of the 
Ragged School Union or in cottages. 
country or by the sea; three of them reserved specially for the 
cripples, where they see at least one comic paper and find solace 
suited to their limited powers of locomotion. 

Self-respecting parents, able to contribute, willingly bear a share 
of the cost; and the participants are carefull 
teachers who know them best from Ragged an 
identified with the Union. 

The number of children to be benefited will be determined by 
the measure of the response to this appeal, made, therefore, with 
earnestness and confidence, 


There are eight homes in the 


Yours faithfully, 


NORTHAMPTON. 
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selected by the 
Mission Schools 
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SO OBLIGING, TOO! 


Uncle (an old friend, to daughter of the house).—‘‘ Good-bye ! 


I’ve got such a cold!” 


I won’t kiss you, my dear, 


Nephew (with alacrity).- -‘‘ Can I do anything for you, uncle?” 
































Welcome to the Khedive. 


THE Khedive is with us; hurray! 

Our respects let us hasten to pay ; 
For we ought to take care o’ 
This up-to-date Pharaoh 

Who’s visiting England to-day. 
He’s our protégé now, 

For it’s certain, we trow, 

That we've gone into Egypt to stay! 

And this monarch of Pharaoh’s domains 

To learn wisdom has taken great pains ; 
Through all statecraft a roamer 
(Conducted by Cromer) 

By our rule he must know that he gains. 
And he must, we may state, 

Be, at least, wp-to-date 

Who has Ismael’s blood in his veins. 

On the Khedive let ev’ryone smile, 

Now he’s free from all Gallicised guile— 
Let us give him loud greeting, 
While France, her breast beating, 

Sheds her crocodile’s tears in the Nile! 
And his praise let us sing; 

Let us do the right thing, 
And when doing it, do it in style. 
We have slipped by Charybidis and 
Scylla, 
And have captured the 
Bismillah |! 


Nile; so, 








The Khediveis with us; encore! 
We've excitements at present galore ; 
2370 But, thank Heaven, we’re tough, 
mart So wedon’t cry‘ enough ! 
sut, like Oliver, ask for some more. 
And he ought to be glad 
For we've cheered him like mad 
Since we sighted him first at the Nore ! 
We've drunk his good health in good 
wine ; 
We've sent him to Windsor to dine ; 
He has heard, in the City, 
Great speeches and witty, 
And the weather’s uncommonly fine. 
Now his portrait’s by Fun done, 
We hope he'll like London, 
And for true British friendship will 
ine. 
Though at first he looked at us askance, 
And was rather attracted by France; 
He’s very much smitten 
Now he knows that Great Britain 
Can make even Dervishes dance ! 
So without any fuss 
He has cottoned to us— 
And to bind him we now have a chance— 
And a cheer quite the strongest of 
links is 
For chaining obstreperous Sphinxes ! 











The Khedive is with us; bravo! 

A “ mafficking ”’ let us all go— 

For a cheer when one sees him 
Is certain to please him— 

And our stockbrokers all in a row, 
With their flags in their hands, 
Will, so Fun understands, 

An affection delirious show. 

For the Khedive’s a broth of a boy— 

And our welcome he’s sure to enjoy— 
For a young Asiatic 
Likes praises emphatic, 

Decisive and minus alloy. 

And a diffident cheer 
He, perhaps, wouldn’t hear ; 

If he did it might only annoy! 

So shout then for Abbas the brave— 

Let him see how we Britons behave, 
If he thinks we’re all chilly, 
He’ll find, willy-nilly, 

When we’re pleased we are not at all 

grave | 
That the Briton so bold 
Isn’t solemn or cold 

When there’s something o’er which he 

can rave ! 


And we ought to cheer well, for the 
fact is 

We've, of late, had such excellent 
practice ! 


The Khedive is with us; hurray! 

With our wishes we know he’s au fait ; 
So we’ll praise him and cheer him, 
Whenever we’re near him, 

And our bunting we’il freely display ; 
And our trumpets and drums 
Shall resound where he comes 

In a light-hearted manner and gay. 

From his duty no Englishman shrinks ; 

And the Empire is bound by such links— 
And the great British lion 
Should keep a kind eye on 

His latest relation the Sphinx. 

When he treats matters so, 
He will find, don’t you know, 

That his nods are as good as his winks, 

On the Khedive, then, let us all gaze, 

Let’s judiciously carol his praise, 

Let us give him ovations, 
Like friendly relations, 

While over in Britain he stays ; 
For kind words have a charm, 
And all doubts they disarm, 

And it’s certain that courtesy pays ! 

So we cannot well show too much of it— 

Kismet! aye, by the beard of the Prophet! 








An Attraction. 


(The latest millinery freak is a bunch 
of carrots as an adornment for a hat.] 


Ir I had a donkey and he wouldn’t go, 
Do you think I’d beat him? No, no, no; 
I’d get a maid, with carrots in her hat, 

To lead the way—he would follow that! 





i 


Red- Haired. 
First Miss.—'‘ I must get the patriotic 


colours—red, white, and blue.”’ 


Second Ditto.—* You need only get 
the two last, dear, you have the first!” 








Of Bad Quality. 
Binks.—"‘Is your wife ever out of 
temper?” 


Winks.—" Never; she has an inex- 
haustible supply!” 
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WELCOME THE KHEDIVE! 





(For Cartoon Verses, eee page 204.) 
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Khedive with the latest fashionable intelligence, while in and out 
among the members of the club ran the tame stenographer, note. 
book in hand, taking down their conversation and picking up ideas. 

“I wonder,” said Mr. Chamberlain to Lord Rosebery, “I really 
wonder you don’t join us. As I said the other day, you think with 
us on almost all subjects, why don’t you take an oar in our boat?” 

“ Ah!” replied Lord Rosebery, with a malicious langh, “ you see, 
my dear fellow, I am the last person to put my oar in unless I am 
asked. Besides, I might stroke you the wrong way.” 

* Don't mind me,” snapped the Empire Federator, “ I can stroke 
myself, thank you. Only Ithought you might like to take your 
time from me, that’s all!’ and, with a glare of defiance, the Bir- 
mingham Butterfly fluttered ip the direction of the nearest straw- 
berry leaves. 

“ Hullo! what have you been saying to Joseph?” cried Lord 
Salisbury, joining his brother peer. “I hope you haven't put his 
back up: what with him and this China affair, and one thing 
and another, I have all my work cut out, I can assure you.” 

“Sol should imagine,” replied Lord Rosebery, “so I should 
imagine! By-the-bye, what is your opinion of this China business?" 

“ My idea is that it’s missionaries!” whispered the Marquess. 
* Mind, I'm not sure, and I shouldn't like it to go any further, but 
I've always said, when anything * aang wrong in an uncivilised 
country, cherché le ! You needn't tell the Bishops, 
but I fancy of all the miserable farces of modern times our 

but talk of the—here comes Temple!” 


Missionary Propaganda— 

“ pleasant this!” ssid the Archbishop of Canter- 
eget Ree png 

wlidd wiles tun set are. How bravely they risk the 


lives of our soldiers and sailors ; and how zealously they stir up 
trouble in inaccessible places at inconvenient times. The country 
i: much indebted to them.” 

“Tam giad to hear your lordship say so, very glad!” cooed the 
great Cantuar of his day. ‘“‘ May I put you down for a speech at 
our great meeting?” 

* Certainly,” exclaimed the Premier, with a sinister sparkle in 
his eye, “I shall be delighted to tell them what I think of them!” 

Leaving the two distinguished Churchmen to settle matters to 
their own satisfaction, the owner of Ladas joined the group that 
had gathered round the Duke of Devonshire, 








“Yes,” said the Duke, “the Dutch ionably considered 
that they were going to be the masters in South Africa, but they 
were mistaken.” 


y ° 
“So they were!” said Mr. Alfred Austin. “I have put the whole 
ot , daa ‘at tne said Lord 
“ a 2s Rosebery with a 
twinkle in his eye. 
“No, my lord,” ied the Laureate, laughingly, “I have 
chestnuts for the Liberal Party to crack. I call my little 


jeu de mbl3:— 
“A Wett-Draws Butt. 
“ Paul Kruger believed, though he couldn’t tell why, 

That the Dutch were the only ‘ old masters’ |! 

And to prove it he rose like a Boer in his sty, 
And pig-headed he rushed on disasters ! 

Though at first Master Paul pottered after John Bull, 
And the chase it grew hotter and hotter— 

Still, the tide has now turned, and I fancy that you'll 
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“Hm!” muttered the author of “The Epic of Hades,” sotio 


voce; “ sort of stuff for a Laureate to turn out,” and the bard 
Siedeen tothe hummed a “Song of Two Worlds” to himself, 
and thought how would look in a laurel wreath. 


layer. “Where am I now, anyway? That’s what I want to 
ves me any credit for anything. I wish I was 


gi 

“ So are, politically |" snapped the Duke. 

we d——”* began Mr. Chamberlain, but the Duke, pointing to 
where Miss Corelli sat thinking out a new plot and how to advertise 
it, hastily checked him. 

“Yes, sir,” declared the Duke, “‘ you are, politically, what my 
Right Honourable Friend was about to say you were. You are a 
dangerous leader of a dangerous party. And we must leave no 


Rosbery with a wink and a nod.” 

“ Just so!” replied the Duke sotto roce, “ and Chamberlain and I 
are just letting off a few preliminary fireworks.” 

“ Ahem !” coughed Mr. Lewis Morris to attract attention. 

“You must take care of that cough, Morris!” said Mr. Alfred 
Austin; “ those whom the gods love—you know.” 
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Sympathetic Friend.—* Won't you come down to lanch? Shall 
I bring anytbing up for you?” 





an do all that for myself 
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. “I have here a new 
to hear,” he added, producing a ae 
a for his companions Fun the Khedive at thi 
j the group 


“ His ” said Fux, “has expressed a desire to see a 
Little Englander. I have explained to him that they are rather 
difficult to find at the present time, and not worth looking at at any 
time, but he says he would like to judge for himself.” 

“« Ah, here’s Courtney,” murmured Lord Rosebery. “Courtney, 
the Khedive is anxious to make your acquaintance.” 

““ Delighted, I’m sure,” muttered Mr.Courtney. “I'm so fond 
of foreigners. Always was. I've noticed throughout a long, and | 
ane not altogether unsuccessful, career that foreigners are always 
rig gs 

“IT understand, Mr. Courtney,” said the Khedive, “ that you are 
what is called a Little Englander.” 

“« Sir,” said the member (pro tem.) for Bodmin, “ you have been 
misinformed. I amaGreat Briton. I would have my country 
take the lead everywhere, in magnanimity. True greatness, sir, is 
modest and retiring, and when I see my country pushing in where 
she isn’t wanted, my heart bleeds ——-” 

“Thanks!” said the Khedive to Fux with Oriental gravity, 
“you were quite right. It isan unpleasant sight ; take it away!” 
And at a wave of the hand trai officials sprang forward and 
hurried Mr. Courtney out. 

“Poor old Courtney!” said Lord Rosebery, “he always puts 
me in mind of King Gama in Gilbert’s Princess Ida—he means 
well, but he is by nature so unintentionally offensive that— 

««* Everybody says he’s such a di man, 
And he can’t think why !’” 

“T never saw the use of that kind of person myself,” said Mr- 
Chamberlain; “never! Principles are all right in their way, but 
antec hig ors pa to excess. I didn't rae zat, § are 
the war, but I say is this, take what you can get and make 
the most of it for electioneering purposes!” 

“ But I thought the war was practically over!’ said the Khedive, 
with a look of rised inquiry. 

“So it is,” Fos. “Only the Orange Free Staters won't 
believe it. - Obstinate as mules the Orange Free Staters are!” 

“Yes,” cried Mr. Austin, “their impudence is perfectly 
I wrote a little verse on that Kitchener incident. 


“ KrrcHexeR WEASEL ASLEEP. 


“ Oh, the Orange Free Staters are terribly deep, 
And on the qui vive all our Gen'rals they keep ; 
Here and there they are running, 
And, indeed, they're so cunning, 
They venture on Kitchener (weasel) asleep.” 

. omg, | ecne deeper rte oy rary “TI think you are all very silly 
— hear talk of nothing but war and rumours of war, and 
while all this is going on a greater event has happened than all the 
wars that were ever warred!” 


pane ee ee oe : i entn eet 
bd publication my new work!” authoress 
with a becoming blush. “I know I am sgh,” she added 


best ideas. The critics, of course, attack ; poor out-at-elbows, 
noel, sme Sine St But the soul of 
Shakespeare is me always, and [ " here the author of 


Barabbas looked up. The room was empty, the company had fied. 
“ Foiled again!” cried Marie, melodramatically, and throwing 
Shakespeare's mantle round her, she went out into the night. 
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villagers who flock to his vicarage upon 
occasion of his silver wedding, “1 thank 
* for this kindly welcome,” provoked a storm of 
ar plause, as also some ter. The audience 
for the time being took up the part of the stage 
villagers, whose exclamations were utterly snuffed out. Sir Henry 
Irving plays his part with deeper veneration and refinement, with 
lesser mannerisms, and more freedom of utterance than u the 
oceasion of the first production of Olivia at the L , part 
mellows with age. The latter naturally handicaps Miss Ellen Terry, 
who cannot be expected to play the of a romantic, frolicsome 
young girl as the years rollon. In spite of this fact, her 
acting as Olivia, the vicar’s favourite hter, is really marvellous. 
It is natural in the ale-house scene, when she learns from Squire 
Thornhill himself how she has been tricked by him intoa 
marriage. The note of scorn and disgust is em and decisive. 
Her brother, Fred Terry, pla: ge with the heartless 
abandon the part requires. Mr. James Hearn is the actor 
Mr. Burchell's part, which would easily into cant in 
hands of a less interpreter. We remember the veteran John 
Howe, who played Farmer Flamborough, now i 
as 
pretty Sophia, 
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Charies Dodsworth. Mr. Frank resumes his 

the Leigh. Miss Dorothea makes up a 

al ber demeanour in grief and sadness apenas 
In her short scene 
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tion was keenly on the look out for 
as to which no revelation whatever was vouch 


further revivals from the Lyceum repertoire were given. 
nothing more. And so this vast and enthusiastic 


gradually filed away. 


The Handel Festival at the Orystal Palace last week will rank 
amongst the unsurpassable consummations. The tone, time, and 
tout ensemble of the chorus were as faultless as could be. The soloists 
Madame Albani, Madame Lilian Blauvelt, Miss Clara Butt, Madame 
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“Sovventns oF THE Scuxxy Sourm.”— 
and Mrs. Albert Stevens’ exhibition 
held at the Modern , 175, 
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The Boers are lacking in modesty, but they are certainly proving 
themselves to be of a “ retiring” nature. 









































JUNE 26, 1900. 






















































“On Things in General.” 


By Mr. “ Fon’s’’’ WAsSHERWOMAN, 


Ir seems to me that China wants 
wiping—out: it’s been a konfounded 
newsance for a long time. It is true 
that we've got our ’ands pretty full just 
now, but we can spare a little finger to 
put in the pie, so to say, konsiderin’ that 
the other Powers are lendin’ a ’and, an’ 
so far we’re workin’ together alright. 
They ses that too ‘‘ many cooks spoil the 
broth,” but this is a uneek case, an’ it 
wants a good many cooks to “ cookee the 
Chinee’s goose.” The ‘“ Boxers” an’ 
the Chinese Government are apparently 
‘tarred with the same brush,” but it 
strikes me that they’ll find a Tar-tar | 
in Admiral Seymour, an’ Seymour 
‘“‘ foreign devils” afore long. | 

There ain’t much fresh noos fromthe | 
front, an’ I reckons that the war is | 
pretty well over, but its effects. will be 
felt for many along year. By-the-by, I 
‘ad the privilege of seein’ a letter from a 
soldier wot is with General Buller. an’ ’e 
sed, “‘Never mind wot people ses at 
home, Buller is every inch a soldier.” An’ 
so ’e ’as proved hisself to be. 


Wot a dredful railway accident at 
Slough! As the case is still swb judges, 
we mustn’t put the blame on no one at 
present, though there is various versions 
afloat. So long as we’re all so anxious 
to tear through life at xpress speed I’m 
afraid there will allus be railway 
accidents. It makes one long for 
the ‘good old days,’ wen they trusted 
to ’orses to drag ’em along; the “iron 
’orse ’’ is too powerful a beast to manage 
wen it do go wrong, an’ yet man hisself 
’as made it ‘is master. The irony of it! 

I see that the Cape Ministry is com- 
pleted, consistin’ of Sir J. Gordon 
Sprigg, and various branches, so to say. 
Let’s ’ope that the tree will bring forth 
good fruit. 

There ’as been some big bazaars of 
late, but the Grand Naval and Military 
Bazaar at Olympia fair ‘‘ took the khaki”’ 
an’ the money. It was a dream of 
beauty an’ fair women; everybody who 
is anybody was there. Did you see; me? 

The latest diskovery is that there’s a 























Silt tats haat ANHINT. woman in the moon now as well as a 
ack (w en favouring his cousin with lengthy views on the South Afri ion).— man. I shoud say it’s ‘ighly probable, 
“I hope from what I have said, Ethel, you do not cca Pe meé a seo- Boer.” iis a for where there's & man —- gen'rally 

Ethel.—* Oh, no, dear boy, only a little bit Boerish (borish), chan iS atx teal bn = saotein’ a oe 


there all by hisself. 


ANDERSON’? S 


CITY OF LONDON 


DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 


OF HVERY DESCRIPTION. 
CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 








































” °” SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish 

’ ” GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 
baie For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 

” ” LOSS, or 





” BROWN LEATHER DRESSING. With either of these two articles, in two minutes, beots are ready to wear. 
Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON'S goods, and be sure you get them. 













“7 r ger Tarra a 1 « 








sigs eae SE oa 2 























: oO ~ a paw : 
; * “ om owen 8 - ‘Ses SO oa 5 ; 
} Pe OE i ee ne ee ee ee ee oO ee fee SPOR o =O 5 & a 





